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friends. It was because of that . . . that I ... that I made Will
sleep alone. I wanted to belong to you altogether/'
Sam spoke hurriedly and eagerly. "But I must come over and
see you when he's away. It'll be madness, Nell, to let such a
chance go."
A spasm of anger crossed her face. "Chances, Sam Dekker?
You talk of chances? Why didn't you carry rne off when you had
the 'chance'? No, no! A girl isn't a bottle of wine for a man to
lock up in a cupboard, to take a sip from whenever he wants to!
Will's a genuine man anyway in these things. He doesn't wait for
a 'chance.' He goes right ahead and takes risks." She stood erect
before him, her parcels pressed against her waist, her umbrella
clutched crosswise against her bosom.
Her electric flash of anger communicated itself to him in a
second and he too got up upon his feet. "If you feel like that," he
grumbled sulkily, "perhaps the best thing would be for me to
give up altogether going out to see you."
He gave a quick glance round the darkening church. But the
stone coffin of Joseph of Arimathea lay undisturbed, a vague blur
of insubstantial whiteness in the gathering dusk, and the Robin-
sons, both mother and son, had disappeared. "I never thought a
time would come," he said fiercely, "that we should have a chance
like this, only to throw it away! Have you forgotten everything
we've done together, and where we've been together? Have you
forgotten that reed-hut on Splott's Moor? Have you forgotten
Hartlake Railway Bridge? Have you forgotten that withy-bed at
Westholme and the Palace Barn at Pilton?"
"I never thought," she said, "that you would ever corne to speak
of such things in such a tone! I've been a fool to treat you as one
of the few men that a girl could trust not to behave like a cad!"
This word "cad" she brought out with vibrant relish like a pet
dagger from a hidden sheath. She glowed in her indignation to
see the twitch of his poor, funny chin as she plunged it in.
"I only spoke of those places to remind you of things," he
retorted with flashing eyes. "What you've done in going back to
him when you belonged to me was far worse than talking of our
little things. It was a kind of . - , a kind of ... well! I won't